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elders themselves yield to such a temptation it leads
often enough to the lock-up. Boanerges had been
locked up, and more often than once. When he was
excited he could be either murderous or generous.
Now he felt generous, with the pillars rising into
darkness like trees in a forest. The choir was
singing the anthem, and the organ beat into the stones,
transmuting them, and the beat changed to a liquid
rhythm as though fire ran on the wall and tongues of
flame licked the pillars. The anthem died away. A
voice recited prayers. Then the organ began again,
but very slowly, like a wind that blows petals from
the orchard trees, the curtains were drawn back,
and before a shimmering dance of candlelight the
choir moved down the steps and away into the dark-
ness.

Then he was surprised: he looked at his niece
and saw that she was crying. . . .

He had always prided himself on his wonderful
social tact, and especially with women. He was in
fact not subtle enough to be tactful, nor had he that
natural instinct towards good manners that makes
up for subtlety. His theory about himself was that
he knew in every situation exactly how to behave
with women. He believed further that when he
wished to be socially attractive no woman could
resist him* When women did resist him, as was
quite often the case, he persuaded himself that it was
because he had not been really interested. Now he
felt most kindly towards Elizabeth, so he thought
that he would leave her alone for a little. He whis-
pered: * I won't be five minutes* Just going
to look at something/ The nave had sprung to